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CENTENNIAL BELLS,
BY BENLAMIX ¥. TAYLOR.

Ye belfry'd blacksmiths in the air,
n—ﬂ-{:lrlmuﬂh good and stroog !
Ye llons ur lofty lair,
Ilmutg:- mc:.u‘mn-;
From bridal lands the

ota, far and near.
ahall think they hear

The sxen the stately weood,
Nor dream the cadence

meanared meant
The clock-tick of Lhe continent!
The fool-hall of & world that nears

Comtensial el Ting oal
Bells, ring on

Yo blossoms of the farnace firea,

Y ironm ta Ml:“lm;
The L]

Am Ihnf"“ Kizg.
¥ -'u?-” off the red
» THL; "
Ring Putoam's wolf agais :
Centeanlal Bells, riog on !

Pour oul. yeo
Yeour 5
Till pine and

¢

‘everywhaere,
With rhythmic thonder strikes the aif,
Centennial Balls, ring on!

Ring down the curtain on to-day.

A ve the the right of way,
Tl of battia. red with rust,
Bhive h the ssbes and the dost,
Acruss the and burs as plala

As glowln ﬂaﬁm‘iﬁnﬁwnu
How :h-.nhwm
‘I'hese beroes with their hundred years!
Centennlal Bells, riag on !

Ring for the blne-ayed errand boy,
e T T o

. ) '.'. L i ,’
Rafled forth a rolls the Delawars

The old man started frem o dream,

Hia white hair blow & silver stream,

Above his liead, the ball unswang,

Dumb as 8 mernisg-glory bung!

The time had come awaited long.

His wrinkled hsod grow young ssd stromg,

Heo grasped the , an men that drown,

Clutch st the life-line drifting down,

“The iron dome s wildly Hung.

As If Alaska’'s winds had rung.

Strange that the fonnder pever knaw,
When from the molten glow be drew
That ball, be hid within his rim

An suthem and 3 birth-day bymn'

Bo raably rung. so madly tossed,
1ta old -’-lodl‘m tolum{'l;:l.

T yoars,

Ita rude, discordant murmurs shake
And rally out the soul in cheers,

Wounld sel we longing to be rid

Of swester voloms, to bid
Ceatennial Bells be dumb!

Although no mighty Muscorite,

Nu iron welkin rudely harled
‘That bell of Liberty and Right

Was beard around the Habel world
Land of the greon and golden robe!

The chocks are on the stroke of ome, 5
Une lasd, one tongue, one Flaz one Gob!
Centeanial Bolls, ring on !

T —————————————————————

Select Story,
WIDOW SIMPSON’S SPOONS.

The ish of Batbgate, in Lil:ﬂll:‘uwnhin,
.".'il k 1 g the spots of
Heotland, i““mmlli as ittl.':::i’od
which Robert Bruce w :
:l,m ter, Margery, wheu she married Walter,
the High Stewand of Scotland, and thus becnme

the progeuitrix of the royal and unulacky bouse |

Lying midway between Edinburgh

of Siuari.
w, those rival queens of the cast and

and Glasgo

I
west, but out of the common track of travel, it |
has been for uges o pastoral parish, of small and |

rather backwanl farms. Of lale years, conl hus
been found there; sud steam trade, which
ud fair to leave the world Bo rustic corner, are
idly tarning it inte & miul::ng district ; which
¥ thought of sbout the time of the general
when B-thpu; ‘I':{d.d on its n::l m ::g

ey, Wwore ita own en gray
x of interest—the corn niarket aod kirk

mong its Lle snd industrious populs-
ti:'u tluru' w%me, who, though neither
the wealthiest nor the best born, stood, in her
own esteem, above all but the laird and the min-
inter; aud ber styloand title waus the Widow
Sim . This lady valued hersclf—not ub the
farm left her by the good man who had depart-
ed this lifs some seven years before the com-
mencement of our story—for its acres were few,
and they cousisted of half reclaimed mooriand ;
pot on ber son Robin, althoagh be was con qlod
a likely and sensible Iad; not on her thrifiy
housekeeping, thongh it was knowa to be on
tho tight serew principle; but on the possession
of n dozen silver tea-spoons. Her account of
them was that they belonged tothe Youug Chev-
atier, sod had been bestowed apon 2:".‘3““:

! but balf an hour after, wheu he was safely en-

| seonced in a farm house & mile off, and the family

| were driven within doors by the increasin
| storm, they found everything as it had been le

| —the bLroth on the fire,
| seat, the whiting and the fanvel oo the table,

bat not & spoon was there, |

“Whar's the spoons 1" eried Mrs. Simpson to |

| the entire family, who stoad by the fire, drying
| their wet garments. Nobody could tell. Naney |
, had left them on the table, when she ran to the |
| hay. No oue had been in the honse, they were
- certain, for nothing had been disturbed, The
drawer was pal
was exhibited. Every

, eVery coTier Was

{ searched, bat to no purpose; the spoons had dis- |

appearcd, aod the state of the farm honse may
! be imagined. The widow ran threugh it like |
one distracted, questioning, searching aud scold - |
| ing. Robin, Nancy and farm men were dis- |
| pstehed in different divections, as soon as the
| rain abated, to sdvertise the weighbors, under
| the ulprmlwn that some strolling bLeggar or
| gipsy wight have carried off the treasure, and
| wonld attempt to dispose of it in the parish. '
| Nobody had thought of Geordy Wilson; he
‘ bad not been apied from the hay-field; his cir-
|

cnits were wide; his visits to any house wers
vot frequent; and if be eschewed Widow Simp-
son's from the day of her loss, it was believed
| Geordy knew that neither her temper nor liber- |
ality wonld be improved by that circumstance,
| Lot spoous they aere, beyond doubt, and the
| widow bade fair to loss her senues. The rich re-
lation came at the appointed time, and hml such
[ a tea, that he vowed never to trust himself again
in the house of his entertainer. But the search
| went on ; rabbits’ holes were looked into for the
| missing silver, and active boys were bribed to
| turn out magpies’ vests. Wells and barns in
the neighborhood waore explored. The eriers of |
the three vearest inhes were employed to
| proclaim the loss. It was regularly advertised
| 8t kirk gate and market place, and Mrs. Simpson |
began to Mkmm"‘ @ search warrant for
| the beggar's meal pouch. Bathgate was alarm.
| ed through all its borders concerning the spoons;
| bot when almost & month went, and nothing |
cnnl::‘harbnnl of them, the widow's lun]_-ici:nu |
tur rom beggars, barus and ies, to |
I:th on poor Nancy. She had lm:?‘sl:mxriug
| the spoous, and left the bouse last; silver conld |
not leave the table withont hands. It was true
that Nancy bad always borue an unblemished
character, but sach spoons were not to be met
with every day, and sl
hsve them back in her stocking.
After sundry hints of increasing breath te
. Robin, who conld not Lelp thinking that his
| mother was losing her jodgment, she one day
made her charge, to the niter amazement and
dimuay of the poor girl, whose anxisty in the

| search had been inferioronly to hor own. Thongh | o why you sit in that
| staring st folks? My ol’ "ooman here nayayon've

| poor, and an orphan, Navey had some hoowest
pride; she immediotely turned out the whole

in her eéyes to tell the minister.
As wus then
of Seotlund, diffieulties and disputes which
might bave employed the writers and puzzled
the magistrates, were dreferred to his arbitra-
tion, and thus lawsnits or scandal prevented.
The wminister had heard, as who in Bathgale
Lad not, of Mrs. Simpson's loss. Like the rest
of the parish, be thought it ather strapge, but |
| Navey Campbell was one of the most serions and
exemplary girlsin his con tion—bhe eonld
| mot believe that the charge preferred agaiust her
. was trne, yel the uliarities of the cane need-
ad mmeiuvuligui!:;c.
With some diffionity, the mivister persuaded
Nancy to return to hor mistress, bearing a moa-

who happened to reside in the nerghborhood,
would come over the following evening, and
bear what would be said on  both sides, if possi-
ble, elear np the mystery. The widow was well
leased at the miuister and his elders coming to |
| nguire after her spoous. She put on her best
| mnch—that is to say, cap—prepared her best |
speeches, nnd enlisted some of the most relig-
ions of her neighbors, to assist iu the inveatiga-
| tion.
| Early in the eveniug of the following day—
when the Summer sun was wearing low, and
the field work was over—they were all assem-
bled in the cloan-sooured kitched, the minister,
elders amnd neighbors, soberly histening to Mrs.
Simpson’s testimony tonching her lost silver,
Naney, Hobin and the farm men sitting by, till
| thelr turns cume; whea the door, which had
been left half open, to admit the breeze—for the
evening was sultry—was quietly pushed aside,
and in alid Geonly Wilson, with his nsual ao-
companiments, of staff aud wallet.

’ 's nae room for you hers, Goardy,” said
the widow ; “we're on weighty bosiness,™

“Well, mem,” said Geordy Wilson, tarning to
depart, “it's of nae consequeuce. I only came
to aboat your spoons.”

“Hae yo hoard of them 1™ cried Mrs. Simpson,

ng from her seat.

“I conld na miss hearin’, blessal wi' the pre-
cions gift o' hearin’, and what's better, I saw
them,” said Geordy.

“Saw them, Geordy ¥ Whar are they ! Here
ina whole shillin® for ye:™ amd Mra. Simpson’sa
purse, or rather an uld Flnve used for that par-
pose, wan instantly prodaced.

“Well,” said Geordy, “I stepped in, one day,
and seein’ the silver unganded, [ thonght some
ill.guided body might covet it, and laid it by, I
may say, among the leaves of that Bible, think-
in' you woull be sure to see the spoous when
yom went to read.”

Before Geordy had finished his revelation,
Nuncy Campbell had bronght dowun the proadly
displayed but mever opened Bible; and ioter-
apéraml betwoon, lay the dozen of long songht

in return for entert g

:.f‘::: British throne, on his mmrch from Cullo-

den, in proof of which she was wont to a int

out a balf obliterated crest, and the initials C. 8,

with which they wore marked. The widow's

neighbor, bowever, had a different tale rogard-

fng their coming into the family. It was to the

fact that ber grandfather,

inn somewhero in Fife, had bought them from

an ill-doing laird, for t rv.::l gnl}luun nfbli!-t;hlund
id bad bestowed them oo

:;hl:z;. :: the ove of his family most likely to

fast to unleh an imporfant sequisition.

mily resid

un?lhnn'h .f;f.‘n:nphrll. a girl of about nineteen,

who was suspecied of having taken a funcy to

Robin, who reciprocated the sentiment. Noth

ing, however, wonld soften the heart of the wid- |

regards a match, uuntil at last the follow-

g :.unt ocenrred, and caused her to give way:

About the haymaking time, a distant and com-
rich relation, :

e Il:lﬂ,n;m evening, ou his way from Linlith-

. It was not often that this rich relative

her honse with a visit, and Mrs, Simp-

son, determininyg that nothing should be want-

ing to his entertainment, bLronght out the treas-

spoons riv in the forenoon, with many in-
;ﬂ to gm’:r, tonching '”1“:1 she shoald
hien them up.  While this operation
2:: ?ei‘:;' condneted in the kitchen, in the
midst of oneof those nncertain days, which
vary the Northern June, & certain durkening of
the sk¥ snnoaneed the approach of @ heavy rain,
The bay was dry, and ready for housing. Rob-
in apd two men were busy gathering it in, but
the great drops begau to full while & cunsidera-
on yet remained in the field, and with
ndinelofmrﬂrmrullon. forth rashed
the widow, follow by Naner,
balf sconred on the Kitcbeno

£F

table. In

ilson, the

occnpied
should come that way but Geondy
|
P aud
e e on the sctle ith bis e

Bemmed, he saluted the eat,
h:“msd.hl ':I:ho w.i.udcv seat, and at
length ‘mﬂlﬂ there was nobody with-
in " Keither meal nor penuy was to be expected,
that day ; the maini Wasgrowiag
ust

heavier,

who kept a small |

, in the capacity of help, |

was expscted to call and |

leaving the

somo of |

"The minister of Bathgate could acarcely com-
mand his gravity, while lclllmuh_hing Geonldy on
the trouble and vexation his trick bad cansed.
The neighbors langhbed ontright, whean the dait
man, pocketing the widow’s shilling. which he
had cliutehed inthe early part of bis discourse,

the cst on the window |

out, and the empty stock |

. Simpson determined to | 'l:gﬂ._w

contents of her kist, (box), unstrung her pockst |
| in M. Simpsou's presence, aod ran with tears | j,ide keep me heto becanse I am u quesn of |

cummon in the country parishes |

‘.

THE CONSTITUTION AND THE UNION.

Wiscellany.
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Gaood bye, Old Year, -bye ;
You've been a o el friend,
And yet the awestost Jove mast die
The dearest end, Old Year—
The dearsst P

tinod-bye, (ld Tear, good-bye:
S oar suatbias el poat the

Your sm les, your tears, are all o by,
‘Il never more be ours, Year—
‘It sever more be curs.

+ The Now 'l'urﬁ--qmum Yenr—
The New Year dawns apace.

().ﬂ-w‘,mm.’aﬂ-br!;
We' mumm
1 clasp your baad, I anigh,
But messories still remain. Year—
Your memory Il still remaio

JOEL HOFPPs.

The other day, while we were sauntering down
Chestout Strect, who shonld tap uso n the shoul-
der but our jolly friend, Joo, whom we had
known but a mouth! We were detained for »
moment by the large crowd of woudering peo-
ple watching the beaatiful mechanical figures of
Cleopatra and her family in the show window of
the European Museum, sud we stood chatting

| near the door.

The figures wers moving, and the waiting
maid was presnmedly filling a beaker with nee-

| tar to tender to her besutiful mistress, when

suddenly there came a voice from the maid's
lipas.

“What shall it be, my lady 1" were the wonla.

“Take rom, ma,” the child ot her feet appear-
ed to say, aml the waid repeated it:

“Rum !

“Lot it be s0,” Clevpatra apparently said in re-
ply, addiog, pettishly, “what are all those peo-

le staring at 1"

Wonder perched high on each brow, and the
fignres are so natural, and moved with sach
grace, many there were who thonght the occu-
pants of the window v ere living beings, especi-
ally one old man from the colntry, who was
fumbling in kis pocket for money to buy a tick-

the vld farmer was inclined to Lelieve
in ber, Cleopatra observed:
“It is & fine day, Sir Farmer.”

| “Eh, madame " pulling off his hat, aud bob-

bing his head.
"? ;‘;‘M"f‘l ;hndi: was 8 Leantifal d.’-;l! ;
“ "Mazingly fine day, n bowing., *
m‘winder the time,

been mitting there two weeks, and she knows it."”
“It is true,” Cleopatra said; “those eruel men

| beauty, and attract s by."”
“Oh, bo! Its that ol' wickedness at the hole

| there, selling tickots 1™

“That is my kesper, alas!”

“I"ll brain bim !™ the old farmer cried, gallant-
Iy, rolling up his sleeves. “My ol’ "ooman here is
& 'voman, and I can’t see a outher ‘voman in dis-
tress, 1l brain ol’ wickedoess !"

The old chap was in desperate earnest, and
Cleopatra bude bim stay.

“Do nothing of the sort, my good man,” she
plemded. “You'll get mlllwlf into Jtronble.”

“Can't I reskie ye, lady 1"

“No—I am to be a prisoner for evermore.”

“©h, bo! That's sad! sad! sad!
"ooman, we'll in and see the munnwies aod

suge to the cffect that ho and two of his elders, | things ; but lﬂﬁry and find a way to reskie ye,
| M!l" as my name is Joel Hoppa”
L3

!
!
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TRENTON,
Or Footsteps in the Bnow.
A 'Fradiion of Christmas Yight, 1776,

BY GEORGE LIPPARD,

It was a dark and dreary uvight, one hundred
hat

| years ago, when in sn sucient farm-honse

|

Cowe, ol |

bank you! thunk yon!" said Cleopatra, with |

that sweet smile that is ever on her fuce, “I
shall ber your ki , forever.”

While the old farmer was tresting the door-
keeper to sowe troe mral English, becanss “uo
ladies were admitted,” the crowd
stared in wonderment. Jolly Joelang

alight-

! ly, and | ssked him what be supposed had got |

into these wax fignres, as it was really not their
costom to engage in conversation.

come, lel's while away an hour with the old far-
mer inside. He bhas seltled matters with bis
wife, who is to stay with the “beauntifal lady,

aud has passed in.”

And we passed in.

“Joel Hopps, why do you come bere 1" were
the first w be beard, in & desp voice, from &
wummy.

“Gr-gr-great Jew-peter!” cried the farmer,
| :l;:m:’;"hp biewil.:i;rr!:d, “are you chaps all alive,
|
[, ™ ‘e are all alive! all alive!” said the mommy,

in a sad tone. “T bave been alive eighteen hun-
dred year."

“Dew tell ! yon can tell a fellow all aboat the
flood, then 1"

“I could tell you, sir, how the world looked
when it was fresh and yonng, sod the food had
still left it green. 1 lived before the Roman Em-
rln bad Iveﬁnn, and when it ended. Queer tulos

woald tell, but I am sworn o secreey. But
leave me ; go aud release thoss poor fellowa w
mbuia:ﬁ,hﬂudbytlu‘ da of the Spanish
Inquisition! Releass them ! release them !

1 begnu to get » little startled ; and wondered
what tmp of mischief had got into this mussum,
and 1 punil.lvolwrlnk away, when a shrick
rang ont right ind we, seemingly from the
lips.of a !Wﬂﬁ girl on the tortnre beuch,

. help! help! help I she eried, in tones that
went to t:- very soul. “Help me, Joel Hopps!"

Hopps pulled off his coat aud dashed in among
| the fignses, singled ont the girl, aud tore her
away from the torture beneh, when the shricks

to riug out from all the waxen fgures,
those in the leg screws, those on the rack, and
those in the torture spider.
“Holp! belp! O, heip ! hel?."
The keepers were thoronghly startled, and for
a moment, could not sprak, Dot when they saw
Joel plunge away with the figores and {:l‘k
hem 1d

assured them all, that he kenned Mrs, Simj
read hier Bible so often, the spoons wonld be sure
| to tarn up. Geonly got many a basiu of breth,
| and many alnucheon of bread and cheese, on
acconnt of the transaction, with which ho amas-
| el all the firesides of the parish.  Mrs. Simpson
was stroek damb, even from seolding. _
The discovery put an end o her ostentations
professions, and, it may be boped, tarned her
attention more to practice. By way of making
| amend for her unjnst impoistions en Nancy
| Campbell, she consen to recsive heras o
| danghter-in-law, within the ssms ycar; and it
| is sald there waas peace, ever afler, in the farm-
| house ; bat the good pquhc‘ Batligate, when
| discussing a charscter of more than
| performance, still refor to Widow Simpson's

{cnignio-

Spcoxp OxLY 10 Lixcors.—Mr. Beecher, in
bis Thankagiviug sermon, thus reforred to Presi-
dent Grant. !

“] come mow to reganl the party in whose
hands the governmont bas been for fiteen yeurs.
I hear mon to-day finding fanlt with those in
power, but was there ever an administration
that had such difficultios to settle? * = * By
and by, when it is all past, then the lives of
these men who have assisted in the reformation
of the land will stand higher than the men whe
formed the constitntion, and wof fr from a martyr
swill be that man who with his sword pul an end to
the rebellion ; and who has been for vight years at
the hoad of an administration in and silemce.

He will stand second only to Lincoln.”

Jest 80.—The following item from the New
York World reflects the sentiments of the whole

country apon the war question:
- l-':,l’i to halh.‘?ami-l a colored
citizen, “an’ all ye niggahs mout jes's well

it veady for sotive basness™ “Which side
hﬂtﬂh!"ﬂ;md&m

bi can take watl mde
gm:-hd-cnmﬁr =

AS sn svidence that the limes are ou the mend,
it should be uoted that watches owned by

please; I'se

ington doring the revolat that sold
i htmhla:!.:dd-ﬂ‘:::.‘ mu:
'-Mh-ddhr each, with a t to the

alfﬂ |

t d, they laid bunds on him, aml
him fast.

“Away, ye fiofernal Inquisitors!” he eried,
thrashing aronnd. “D'ye think Joel Hopps in
going to see thoss pour eritters in disiress !
| Away "

And be kicked a weak, pale young man across

threw another on top of the dying zonave, aud
jerked the victims of the inquisition all around

ing the fignre of Napoleon the IIL. agaiust Prince
Bismarck, who tumbled mto the lap of the fig-
nre of Cora Pearl.

The shrieking ceased, and Joel Hopps, puffin
and blowing, wiped his face with a large

rag.

“Yon fellars ain't nothing beside me,” he suid,
“when I'm fighting for & woman or my kentry.
My beauty ! poor girl, do yon feel better ™

She shricked dismally.

The proprietor eame in then, in a dreadfal

rage.
“I'll teaeh you to kee le in the i
this free conntry,” Joel F-I;f'[’ aT

“There is some trick about it,” bo said ; “but |

t
rises nlong yonder shore, an old man and his
children ha

gatbered arvund their Christmas
hearth.

!151.'"1?1 Iu"!{h piit:lm h
at old man sitting there on the broad bearth,
flame—his

in the full glow of the dame, a fine
old matron, lu'_!.:il sile—his children, a h}s;l of
rie |

red-lipped with slend
just trembling on the of girlhood—others
wa mﬁh&gm A of

womanbood! Aud the warm glow of the fire

was u the white locks of the old man, and

on the wild face of his wife, and the young bloom |

of those fair danghters.

Had you, that dark night—for it was dark and
cold—while the Decewber sky gloomed above,
and the sleet sweph over the hills of the Dela-
ware—idrawn near the farm-bouse window, and
looked in upon that Christinas bearth, aud drank
in the full beauty of that seene—yon would cou-
fess with me that thoogh this world has many

beantiful scanes—mnch of the strangely beauti- |

ful in poalri—;u there, by that bearth, center-
ed amd brightened amd burned that poetry which
is the most like heaven und the poetry of home !

Yon have all beard the story of the conviet
who steod on the gallows, imbroed in crime;
ateeped to the lips in blood—stood thers mock-
ing the rmclle:‘l prayer, mocking even the
hangmwan ! When saddenly, as he stood with
the rope about his neck, his bead snnk, a single,
buruing, scalding tear rulled down his check.

“T was thivking,” said he, in a broken voice,
“1 wus thinking of the Christmas fire.”

Yes, in that moment, when the preacher failed
to warn, when even the hangman conld not awe
—a thought came over the convict's beart, of
that time when a father and hin children, in »
far land, gathered around their Christmas fire.

That thought melted his iron soul.

|
“1 care not for your ropes and giblets,” said

be. “HBut now, in the far lsmd—there, over the
waters—my father, my brother, my sinters, are
sitting around the Christmas fire! They are
:_n':i!t't,u; for me! And [ am bere, npon the scaf
" . »

Is there not & deep poetry in the scene that
could toneh n morderer's heart, and melt it into
tears.

And as the old man, his wife, his danghters,
cluster around their fire, tell me, why does that
old man’s bead droop slowly down, his eyes fli,
his hands tremble 1

Ah, there is one absent from the Christmasa
hearth!

He is thinking of the absent one—his mauly,
brave boy, whoe goue from the farm-house a
AT,

. But hark ! Even as the thought comes over
him, the silence of the fire-side is broken by a
faint ery—a faint moan beard aver the wasles
of suow from afar.

The old man a lantern, and with that
pmla.:; girl by hul .-3:. goos ont upon the dark
night.

Look there—as following the svand of that
muan—ibey ma, over the frozen path ; how
the lantern over their forms—over a few
white paces of frozen snow—while beyond all is
darknesa.

Still that moam so low, so faint, so deep-toned,
quivers on the air. »

&ume&hlui:tnuu the old mau's eye ; there,in
the snow—they bend down, he and hisdanghter:
they gaze npou that sight :

It is @ hwman foolstep printed in the snorw, painted
in blood.

“My eliid,” whispored the old man, trewnloos-
Iy, “now pray to Heaven for Washin, ! For
by this footstep, stamped in blood, I judge that

aped and | lus army i= passing near the place!™

Still that moan quivers on the air!
Then the old man and that young girl, follow-
ing those footsteps stained in bloovd —one—two—

three—four—look how the red tokens crimson

tl:in white suow !—following those bloody font-
nis,
tling over the river shore.

Thers the lantern flaskes over the form of o
half-naked man, eronching down in the snow,
freezing and bleeding to death.

The old man looked upon the form, clad in

n?d uniform of the Continental army; the |

stiffencd finger grasped the battle masket.
It wan his only son.

He ealled to him—the young girl knalt—yon |

may be sure there were tears in her eyen—chafed
her brother's hands—ah, they wern atift and cold !
And when she could not warm them, gathered
them to her young bosom, and wiped her tesrs
apon his dying face.

‘g:mk there, father!™ he said, in his busky
o .
Aud, bending down over the rock, the old man
luoked far over the river.

There, under the dark sky, a fleet of boata were
tossing amid the piles of oating ice. A fleet of

boats bearing men aod arms, and extending in |

irregnlar lines from shore to shore.

And the Lust boat of the tleet, that boat just
leaving the western shore of the Dalaware: the
old man saw that, too, and saw, even throngh
the darkuess, yon tall form, baif mnfled iu
warrior's cloak, with a gray horse by his side.

Was not that a strange sight to see at dead of
night, on & dark river, ander a dark aky !

e old man turned to bis dying son, to ask
the meaning of this mystery.

“Father,” gasped the brave boy, tottering to
hin fect. “Father, give me my musket; help me
on ; help me down to the river; for to-night;
to-night—" ’

An that word was on his lips, he fell! He foll, |

andd lay there stiff and eold. Still on his lips
there hung some falotly spoken worils.
The old man, that
|inl§.nﬂl 10 l'bm“-"rm]l—
“Towight ! ashington, the British. to-night,
TRENTON!” E i
And with that word gasping on his Ii
“TRENTON!" he died. . o
The vld mau did not know the meaning of that

| word until the next morning. Then there was

the room into the stomach of the tattooed wan,

the room, and finally fell back exhansted, knock- |

the sound of muskeiry te the sonth ; then. boow- |

ing nlong the Delaware, cante the roar of battle.
Then that old man, with his wife and children,
gathered aronad the body of that dead boy, knew
the meaning of that single word that had trem-
bled on his lips.
Knew that George Washington had burst like
a thander-bolt apon the British camp at Tren-

| the British officers kept in the town of
one hundred years ago—althoagh it is trne, that |

“Yoo great grasshopper '™ eried the proprie-

tor, “those are wax fizares, and yon have do-

» ”p-ﬂ a thensand dollars’ worth of my proper-

ty.
.}“\\'n are nol wax res,” came from Bis-
marek, who appeared & little nocomfortable 1y-
ing i: the lap of Cora Pearl. “Pm Prince Bis-
marel

“Aud I'm Napoleou, fallen from my throne!™
maid the figure of Napoleow.
“And I'm Venus, and Joel Hopps is & Prinee,”
-mehw figure.
proprietor stood in dismay, looking
his rained v i sy

¥
“Joel Hoppsa!" crial a voice, m-ia’:-n-.
wants

from in the window, *
b Cleopatra B your

We maule it convenient to follow the farmer
oat, and ‘while he was ssking C

Ah! that was s merry Christmas party which
renton,

to that party there came an nninvited guest, one
Mr. Washington, his half-clad army, and certain
bold Jerseymen.

Would that I might linger here upon the holy
groand of Trenton.

For it is boly gronnd. For it was here, in the
darkest hour of the Revolation, that
Washington made one stout and
the name of the Declamation, w

i
1
;

it
3
:1
e
e
f;}t

i [

;ﬂ
‘
7
1
:
i

they go on nutil they reach the rock, |

r girl, bent down; they |

t blow in |

{ TERMS—~$2.00 PER ANNUN, IN ADVANCE.

NEW YEAR'S EVE.

T he dear Old Y in drifting
ls; Ii-oﬂnl" i

| May mall to crown ns yet

] Ner do we know
It boars

! Oh! why,

| OF ol

! Darken the

g

od - -

Oh! Joved af the Old Year,
O ! feithiul nand troe!

1 oues, 1
Will Okl Year's mom ries,
That tiieg o 2 e laht
Vanitsh like ftful shadows,
At the Srat dawn of light !

The bopes that we bave cherished,
' Tt Bt WS s o s

. - our s
| The love that mmwr—-.“
| Tlvir memory shall linger,
| It canpot pass away ;

Ouly new new
pdpriey o oo & ey

The good Old Year is dying—
What cars we | Let him die!

!‘u; -a;.h bim ;lll nut perish

i Th'.\sl' Year only -m
New time for labor given ;

We've gained ancther mile stone
Upan the road to Heaven.

And yet we fain would linger,
Oh ! happy daye of cbilthesd,
1 ‘ il L]
| Toa bt fuir to last !
! The New Yoar that s coming—
‘What will it bring instesd
or that bave faded,
| Of bopes and joys Jong dead V

Oh, list! the bells are r £
To welcome New Year iun;
But the Old Year is d
As Now Year doth :
The scund of that gay chiming,
L1

| Mukes us both hope and fuea
With :l.l.?hdjo aod sorrow,
We the New Year.

THE PRESIDENCY.

rations that were Blasted in the Dud—
im Hele

homas Jeflerson the of a Defented
andidate—The Triple Disnster of Charies
©. Pinckney -Ch A the
:‘ lla!v of Jach 'I:u-ﬁl::.. lﬂ:
' Deagl remem we
s Ry e
Special Correspondence of the Ciocinnati G

New Yorx, Nov. 17.

The suspense connected with the present elec-
tion is greater in poiot of doration than any felt
in this country sines the Burr and Jefferson can-
vass, Even ju former times, when the election
was beld for three dlfl. aud when no telegraph
was in use, the result was soon known by t
Leavy and decisive majoritiea in the controlling
States. The defeated didlates in our
canvass have bad a week to heal their disap-
pointment, bat it will, in some cases, require &
much longer time to give a complete cure. E.
D. Morgan, however, hus s0 much private bosi-
ness ou hand, that his election would have cans-
ed him & personnl sacrifice. Personally speak-
ing, defeat to such a man is guin. It is the pub-
lic that meets a loss, Morgan and Tildeu are
the two richest politicians this city ever con-
tained, and their immense wealth has been the
product of their own hands. Hamilton Fiah is
the vext richest politician. His wealth, howev-
er, is chiefly inherited from the Stnyvesant os-
tate, of which he was an important beir.
Fish has a fine residence not far from Tilden's

tablishunent at G rey Park. The latter
| in » peat little inclusure, and derives its name
| from a very peculiar incident.

the city which was so shaped by the natural
| bonndaries of swamp and bush that it was eall-
| sl “Kroomassie,” or shoe knife. This word ia
| now ehanged to Geammercy Park, the abode of
wealth and fashion.

DEFFATED CANDIDATES.

| The fimt defested candidate for the Presiden-

ey was Thomus Jeffarson, who in 1797 had big

ballots against Jobn Adams, 71. This was as

Mr. |

Many years ago
| there was a tract of wild land in the suburbs of |

| would bave given hitu the office, but General
Taylor was nominated, and that ended the hopes
. of the unsnccessful bat brilliant statesman.
WEBSTER.
He was a Presidestial caudidate in | and
ceived the vote of Massachusetis. Tﬂu “r;;
! New England continoally maintained his claims
! to that bigh office, and his ambition was contin-
vally fiattered by the hope of succoss. A stren-

| nons effort was made at the last Whig Natienal |
| Convention {18562) to secure his nnmilfnllon. but |

itfailed. General Soott was placed on the course, |

| and Webster was btTibly disappointed. Hud he
| lived » month he would have seen the de- |
| feat of SBcott and utter ruin of the Whig par- |

| ty, bnt he died before clection. Webster and |
| Clay were no doubt the chiel sufferers by Presi-

dential disappoiatment, sud the defent of the
latier was nol obly & bing blow to himself,
bot was keenly falt by NﬂMvhuﬂ!
| linked with him with bonds of peenliar -1
| Tlon,

CASS AND OTHERS.
| Lewis Cass for maiy years aspired to the
Presideney, and in 1848 got the Democratic nom-
ination, but was beaten by Taylor, whose ma-
g:‘rny, however, was only 36 votes. Thomas H.
uton was another aspirant, bat never reached
the diguity of w ination. Stephen A. Doag- |
las pursned the Presidential bubble for many |
| years. He macrificed to this the peace of a na-
tion by destroying the Missonri Compromise, sl
| the result was a criel war. Seldom has greater
misery followed ambition. John C. Fremont,
although defeated by Buchanan, can harlly be
viewed as a disappointed man, for his womina-
tion was totally unexpected, amd his election
| was beyond hope. Wintleld Seott, however,
| was & great snfferer; baviog the example of
Jackson sud Taylor before him, b natarally |
snpy 1 his mili hi ments would en- |
| sare him an election. In this he was grievoasly |
| mistaken, for he had only 42 votes, while Pierce {
| bad 254, Seott indeed only carried four States, |
and his defeat terminated the Whig party, as
| noble an element in the American politics as it
ever contained.

| SEWARD.
| Oune of the most im t of onr disappointed

| eandidates, was William H. Sewund. o was
| ene of the founders of the Republi party, and
| was its strongest advocate in the Senare. Under

these circamstances, both he and his friends con -~
sidered his clsims to party support paramonnt

to all othera.

[ The New York delegation at the Chicago Con-

| vention in 1560 made a prodigions effort to pro- |
eure his nomination. gn confidently did they

| expect success, that a large rait in oil of Mr,
Seward was in readiness to Host before the Con- |

| ¥enlion as soon as his nomination should be an.

| nonnced. The portrait never was exhibited. |

| Mr, Beward's nephew, who brooght it to the |
Convention, took it back with him, sl such |
was his disappointment at the resalt, that he

'diad on his retnrn jonrney, and was bLrought |

| howe in bis coffin.

| GREELEY.

Four years ago at this time, Greeley was on
| hia death-bed, his last days bLeing clonded by
| the vagaries of a bewi intelleet. In many
| respects this solemn event recalls the f-
| nale in Lear, his last thought being on his chil-
dren, or rather that one who was the special fa-
vorite. Greeley was the wost utterly defeated
of all Presidential candidates, for he lost bis life |
in the contest whose les were so intensi- |
fied by domestic misfortune. Although coming
in the record of ill success, Mr. Greoloy was not
so much disappointed as e was sacrificed. He |
hardly expected the office at first, and afier the |
campuign really sst in, ho abandoned all hope, |
| For three months he labored assidacusly for & |
| canse which he knew was to be defeated. Ho
also knew that those who claimed to be his
friends were doing all in their power to destroy |
him. He was the sacrifice ever made
to political expedisucy. Little indeed conld he
bhave d:eamed of the result, when he took the
first step which led to the final and fatal error.

THE MONUMENT.

|  Horace ureeley is the only unsuccessful Proai-
dential candidate that is baried in Greenwood
Cemetery. His character, however, is so grand, .
that the Presidency conld have added no bonor.
He was great evem to sablimity in this puint,
that be loved trath and labored for maunkind.

|

d in onr ¥
| down to the present day. Jefforson's disap-
wintment, bowever, was fully compensated for
v his election four years afterward. A peculiar
| feature in this canvuss is the fact that it brought

a President and Viee Presideat into office who
| were in direct uniagonism, the one beiug a Fed-
| eralist, while the other was Demoeratic. This
| division was very embarrassing to the Exeen-
tive! The next defeated candidste was Aarcn
Burr, who, in 1801, realiy expected election, but
after thirty-six ballotings the tie between him
and Jefferson was broken, aud the latter obtain-
ed & majority of two. Buarr becams Vice-Presi-
dent, but before his office had expired he killed
Hamilton, and that blasted his prospects, both
social wnd political. Foar years afterward Jef-
ferson was re-elected almost ananimoeasly, the
Feleralists having carried but two States, whoss
votes weut for Charles C. Pinckney. With so
swall a ehance fur suceass, the latter conld hard-
1y be ealld a disappointed didate

slender a majority as ean ba [ hist.

Charles C. Pinckdey was again put on the
course by the Federalists, but James Madinon
iuu the suceessinl man, having 122 voles to
| Pinckney's 47. This made the third time Pinek
ney lad appearsd on the Presidential course,
and bis vame soon dropped out of the political
worlid. DeWitt Clinton was the next disap-
pointed caudidate. Like Asron Burr sud Sam-
uel J. Tilden, he was from this city, and he dis-
tingnished himself in 1813 by obtaining s vote of
£ against 128 f'ut )ldi-un.i ﬂ':“ shows that the
unpopularity of the war wit ug‘luulluum-
eunﬂiﬂ I:be oppesition. The return of peace fin
|ed up what there was of the Federalists and

Monrue, at his first election, in 1517, had 183 oat
| of 221. Four years afterward he received 231

out of 232. On both of these occasions Daniel
! D. Tompkinos was chosen Viee-Premdent. It is
said that he had an eye to the , bat
he died soon afier the close of his office. Itisa
carions coingidence that M and Tompkins
{President and Viee-President) both and
were buried in this eity, snd what renders it
more noticealds is the fact that they are the on-
| ly officers of this rank that died here. The re-

maiun of Mobroe were removed to Richmood
few years ago, bot the grave of Tompkine ma

be seeu in 5t Mark’s Churchyard. Heand A.T.

ﬁleinﬂmlhﬂlkmﬂm baried there,

in addition to old Peler Stayvesant.
CRAWFORD AXD CLAY.

The election of Johu Qui Adams was ac-
complished in the House tativea.
The d;'nph-pnluad c‘:sdihhl '-u" Jack-
son, William H. Crawford, Henry Clay.

Jackson became Adams’ successor, while Craw-
| ford soon sank inb:&unﬂ,. but Clsy was re-

He was also a eandidate st the time
of Monme's second and would no doubt
have lwen successfnl in had not a coalition
been formed agaiast him.
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The t over his grave is one of respect- |
able character, bat all tEu really s wanted is
the name of Greeley. The thought that strikes
one at snch & place is how little there is of sach
s man that can die. Greeloy has stamped his
tmpress on the jourualism of America, snd slso
on its national charneter. He lives with the fall
power of & grend destiny, which bas ab Jass tri- |
umphed after a life of conflict. Grueley was for |
weeks previons to the election eonscious of the
frand practieesd on him. e knew that 'Ilchl_
men as Dana and his associates —men who were
capable of auy of pertily —were asing
fair words to bis face, when they were atabbing
bim behind his back. Could he now return o
life, what satisfaetion it wonld afford him to sce
the Tribuse hattling for the right as in the olden
time. This, indead, througlh the whole eam-
paign, has been one of the most cheering spoc-
tacles wituessed by
Tnr KxickErpocker ERoTuEes.

HOANOKE.
A Visit te John Randelph’s 0ld P tiow.

John Randolph’s old Roanvke rl-nlu!l--u. mya
a correspondent of the Springficld Republican, is
now ewned by J Bouldiog, of the Sapreme
Bench of the State. The residence is situated in |
un oak grove, with an exposure to the south

west, frouting and overlooking the valley. In
1910, wheo first eame there to live, he

limb which :
retnrn he ssked the reason, and beil ialor::g.'

ideals. His bome, bowever, was a low L)
bouse, which hsa thoagh his sum-
residence by is atill standing. He

mer near
drove in & conch and four, where it was possible,
0 his onmerons jonrneys. His slaves wers
J'::,- well treated. No n was ever sold
from off Mr. Randolph's land. He always said
that his biscks should raise what was needed on
the plantstion, but no more. Finally. in his
will, be made visious for freeing them all,
three hundred in nnmber, He had luil-
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i WHOLE NUMBER, 1,016.

I OUR LAND.

| Puh-.lﬁu tb,-lb::gm
repest

To HIM ail bead the knes!
Shali not te falare see
Grester our cline |
Vaster sur living thie.
and humes

[ From the Toleds Blade.|
THE NASEY LETTERS.

Nasby™» Pealm of Wee—-Me. N
ihat the Democracy bs Bustd, mad §odere
v.-'l-'?““.'-bﬂ;;-' Aes Nl.rr Will Rwer, Ba:
Fruit v Hlis Ows Laber. - 1

Yisterday [ appinted the follerin be ehautid in
the meetin-honse:

BAM UY Wo!

We are busted!

Floridy, Loosianer, South Kerliny !

In vane Wade Hampton rode the State with his
rile clubs; in vaue niggers woz killed, and in
vane did we keep em away from the poles.

We dida't keep quite eonff uv em away, for
sum ur the cusses managed to vote, and ther
volin woz oar deth.

We ball.dozed em in vaue, for oar bull-dosin
didn't go fur ennfl.

The wind that bloweth from the SBouth is =
h_u::.-r wind and chilly, and its soand to usis s
sigh.

Or is a alite hope, but the Republikin Sen-
it will bost that.

Bein bustid is onr normal condishen.

1 bev endoored more bustin than falls to the
lot uv man, and I sigh for a change.

Floridy wnz onr persimmon, and we reachel
for it, but our pole wuen't long enuff.

In vane we countid dubble—in vane we kept
out returus; the Radikels us.

And Lovisianer, wo is us, will be retarned for
Haze, wich sottlea our hash.

We held ont three aces, but Kollogg beld four
kings—yes, aud ho cood bev played tive, of they
hed bin needed —and he rakes the pot.

Uv wat avale in it to kill niggers, and keep em
away from the poles, of we are not allowed to
count the Parinhes wherio we did ic?

We do the wickiduis, and are swindled oot av
our reward therfor.

We killed a thousand niggers in the Sonth.

And ex we git nothin by it, it is a grate waste
uv migger.

Troo, we bedd the fan uav it, but we are not in
condishn to do things for fan.

We spent & million nv ahekels on Noo York
anil n ty wv 30,000, when 5,000 "Nll'
bev dun ez well,

Why didn't we scatter them votes in Wisconsin
and Floridy, and smite the rosmies nv reform?

The Irish votid viggeroaaly, and the repestcrs
wuz faithful, but we put e iu the rong place.
“'I:‘kn meesles, reforn repeaters need to be seat-

We are bein turned oot to grass, while our en-

e-TI;:iq bein m;-r;. =
postoflises, the custom-hounses, collec-

terships, wich we yerned after, are es fur from
us éx Lhey wuz & Foar ago.

We got near enaff to amell uv em, and the
sinell therof enrages na.

'I"ba tiger tastes blood, Lot bhe wants his 811
uv it.

We bevn't got s taste, bot the smell 1hat we
did git sets us crazy, and we nash our teeth.

Moumn, Keutocky, for the niggers will still be

rre.

Waeep, ye dangliters uv Kentocky, for yoo will
still hev 1o dress yoorselves and wash yuor nwa
clotbes, or pay for doin the same, the same o
other peepls do.

Moura, oh, ye sous ny the Bouth, for ye will
till yoor feelils, ar ye will pay for the tillia uv em,
ort will grow up to the jimeon.

The nigger will swet, but be will swet for his-
self, and will est the froot uv his own laber.

Hre won't be a slave, and ez he will hev courta,
his labor will ye not smonge him ont nv,

The earpet bogger will possess the land, anid
he will bild faetries, and lLﬂp-, sud skoolas, and
be will go to Congris sud the Legislacher.

And the Sonth will becam even as Massychoos-
itn is, yea worse, for the soil is bettei; and the
;:altril-ln‘w will have a better show for his

aber.

Thoe plesant note vy the revolver aud the mn-
sic uv the shot-gun will no more be heend in all
the land, and ther will be hangin for marder.

Tiie lhlfelri will hew to laber Fur hes biesd, or
1ill his stumick with clay.

Ther will be pe mwore draw-poker, nor ping
yooker—quarter racin will be pot, for wher in
the stamps comin from, ef we are deprived nv
our luber.

Kin we raise another rebelyun? Not mny.
For she Bouth hez bed his belly full nv ftio.

We wood fite, but the Northern Dimoerisy
darent, aud the Sonthern Dimeerisy don't wans

to.

We kin pass resoloosbeus, and ho= !, hut resolv-
in and bowlin won't give ns the postolfises, and
wat is & gnverment without them !

Bascom's will be deserted, and the grass will

leadin therto.

grow the paths
!'w.:iihut the offises, outl av wich lo gather
m'hwmwc to pay for that wielf.wm.

foris as
Bascom will look at his books, and the teers uv
wo will streem down his choeka.
ek iy T i Lyt
gram 1
Lo, these yoers bev I fornisht em with saste-
now

the last

po bope av bildin up another trade,
postmaster dou't drink, and the
B farmers waste ther money on goods at
He will foreclose on the Deckin, and Issaker
t, snd they will perish from the

onto me, ooly I ain't got
¥

becoz we didn’t kill eund Big-

zgt
£
§

ﬁmﬂ" uinllyb mlhlh:l“. h“.t e
sample, and of my wobegone fice don’t feich om,
they must hev harta av sénn.

Perrotzrx V. Nassy, Ex-Reformar.
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